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Lucius at Work 

_**A/N: Story written for Quidditch League Fanfiction Competition, 
position Chaser 2, team: Ballycastle Bats. Prompts I used are: (word) 

meadow, (word) unpleasant, (dialogue) "If you don't eat your 
vegetables, you can't have any pudding". **_ 

_* *Disclaimer : I don't own Harry Potter. **_ 

Lucius was bored. The last customer had left the Fledermaus and 
Tanner Bats and Skins almost an hour ago and the old hag who owned 
the shop was annoying as hell. She was stubborn, her voice was 
irritating, and she was obsessed with healthy eating. 

When Lucius was hungry, she made a pudding and cooked some vegetables 
(at first he was suspicious about it and he thought that maybe the 
food was poisoned, but then he assumed that she just enjoyed 
cooking) . Lucius wanted to eat pudding, but she glared at him and 
cashed a Jelly-Legs curse on him. 

"If you don't eat your vegetables, you can't have any pudding," she 
snarled . 

Lucius wanted to strangle her, but he managed to keep his cool. He 
sighed heavily and ate the vegetables, wondering why he hadn't agreed 
to work at a Muggle shop. Muggles probably wouldn't hex him or 
anything if he wanted to eat pudding. 

When he finished eating, the hag (Lucius didn't remember her name) 
ordered him to clean the shop. He really didn't want to do it, but he 
promised himself that he'd work for at least one day. To earn some 
money and to make his father. Abraxas, proud of him. 

Abraxas Malfoy wasn't a great father. He was very demanding and 
strict. He shouted at Lucius a lot when he did something wrong and 



never praised him. Still, Lucius wanted to impress him. 

Of course work at Fledermaus and Tanner Bats & Skins wasn't something 
impressive, but the different options were looking after some 
Muggle ' s cows that were on a meadow for almost whole day or working 
at Muggle shop and from Abraxas ' s point of view, Muggles were the 
exact opposite of impressive. 

"Faster, Malfoy. You're slower than a sloth," sneered the hag. 

"I still don't understand why I can't use my wand!" 

"Cause if you'll use it, you won't have any money," the hag 
smirked . 

Lucius glared at her. He hated that woman. What was her problem? Why 
did she so desire to complicate his life further? Had he done 
anything to her? No. She was just pure evil. She knew how unpleasant 
this job was for Lucius and she enjoyed it. That cruel witch. 

When he finished cleaning, the old hag looked at the floor and shook 
her head. She smirked and chuckled. Lucius took a deep breathe and 
gave her the most hateful glare in the history of the whole Wizarding 
world. Most people would be scared. The old hag didn't even flinch. 
She just stood there, smirking, enjoying his anger. How could anyone 
stand her? She was such an awful person! Lucius despised her. He 
hadn't met anyone whom he hated so much before. 

"I quit," he snarled "Give me my money, now." 

The hag smiled lazily. 

"You should work two hours more, until you get your money, " she 
said . 

Lucius did the first thing that came to his mind. He cashed a 
Jelly-Legs curse on the hag and looked around. When he didn't saw any 
kind of money box anywhere, he shouted: 

"_Accio_, galleons!" 

For a second nothing happened. Then, dozens of coins flew around the 
room and landed in Lucius's pockets. He smirked at the hag 
triumphantly. He saw hate in her eyes, but he didn't care. He turned 
and walked out of the shop. Obviously he wasn't meant to work at a 
shop. Or maybe it was just that he was a Malfoy and he was to great 
to work. Well, he'd eventually have to find another way to impress 
his father. 

_17 years later_ 

Knockturn Alley wasn't as crowded as Diagon Alley, but still, the 
amount of wizards shopping at the Knockturn Alley was surprising this 
day. Making his way towards Borgin & Burkes, Lucius wondered how did 
the alley got so popular through last years. 

"Lucius MalfoyaOl what a coincidence to see you here," said a voice 
behind him. 


"Dad, who's that?" asked Draco in a whisper. 



Lucius turned and saw a really old witch with grey hair, rotten teeth 
and yellow eyes. She looked somehow familiar. Lucius didn't know who 
she reminded him of, but he instantly disliked her. 

"Have we met?" he asked coolly. 

The witch gave him a smirk. Then it hit him. He glanced at a shop 
called Fledermaus and Tanner Bats and Skins. 

"Youa€l" he whispered in disgust. 

"I see you remembered me," the hag smiled wider. "I believe you owe 
me some money." 

"No, I don't," protested Lucius. 

The hag looked at Draco, who flinched. 

"If your son will need a job - " 

"He'll be working in the Ministry," said Lucius quickly. 

He looked at Draco and nodded at him. They turned in unison and 
walked away. Lucius made a mistake by ever considering a work in 
Fledermaus and Tanner Bats and Skins. Impressing his father wasn't 
worth it. He knew that Draco also wanted to impress him, but he 
wasn't Abraxas and he wasn't going to let his son waste his time on 
working with that old, cruel hag. 

"Who was that witch. Father?" asked Draco. 

"Someone you definitely won't work for," said Lucius firmly. "Come 
on, son . " 


End 
f lie . 



